PERRY PIGEON fluttered into the air in 
alarm as a loud scream shattered the gloom 
of the woods. His tittle heart thumping in 
fright, he tried to peer through the twilight 
to see what had happened. 

A burly figure blundered through the under- 
brush toward him. It was Bully Bear, whom 
everybody in Zootown suspected of being a 
thief! And he was holding a lady's pocketbook! 
As he came closer, Perry saw that it was a 
large red purse, the kind lame old Mrs. Porker 
always carried. 

Perry leaped in front of the fleeing figure. 

"Bully^Bear, you're a thief!" he cried. "You 
stole Mrs. Porker's pocketbook! Now she won't 
hav« money to buy food for her six little 
children!" 

"Mind yer own business!" Bully snarled, and 
started to run past. Then he stopped, and turn- 
ed on Perry suddenly. "You know too mucH 
for yer own good!" he snapped, and scooped 
Perry up before he could escape! 

"What are you going to do with me?" Perry 
Bsked, frightened. 

Bully Bear laughed evilly. "I'm gonna carry 
you to the other side of the forest — so far 
away you'll never find yer way back! That 
way, you'll never be able to squeal on me!" 



For days Bully traveled . . , miles and miles 
and miles. At last he stopped and let Perry go. 
"If you was older, ya might know how to gel 
back!" he growled. "But I know ya'vc never 
beeh to this part of the woods before. Have 
a good time, sonny!" he laughed. "Vm goin* 
home!" 

The next day Mrs. Porker went to the 
police station, to look over all the suspects 
Constable Pupp could round up — Bully Bear. 
Mike Monk, Slug Skunk and Muggsy Mar' 

She looked at each of them and shook her 
head hopelessly. "I couldn't tell," she said. "It 
was too dark for me to see who took my purse. 
I couldn't identify him." 

"Well, / can!" a voice said suddenly at the 
door. "The robber was Bully Bear! I saw him 
in the act!" 

// tvas Perry Pigeon! 

"Thanks!" said Constable Pupp. and snapped 
the handcuffs on Bully. 

"How — how did you get here?" Bully Bear 
stammered. "I thought 1 lost you on the other 
side of the woods!" 

"Sure," laughed Perry. "But you forgot one 
thing. Next time you try to lose somebody, 
just make sure he's not what 1 am— A Homing 
Pigeon!" 



SNUFFTE MOUSE was the worst little boy 
in Animal Town. One morning he came 
Co school early, for once, and put white 
paint nil over the blackboards so they couldn't 
tver be used again. That was the morning 
Lizzie Ferret, the schoolteacher, turned him 
right out of school — forever! Lizzie Ferret 
stood in the doorway and made a terrible proph- 
esy, "Snuffie Mouse, if you don't mend your 
ways, you'll not grow up to be a mouse — but 
■ rat!" 



for a brand new misdeed. It wa; 
morning, and he was going to drop rotten eggs 
down old Mrs. Kangaroo's chimney. Gaily, he 
•et out, singing a little tune he had made up 
himself > 

"Ob, U't tticb fun to do wbat't wrong, 
Vll be bad my whole life long!" 
Nobody was around Mrs. Kangaroo's house. 
Only some smoke coming from the chimney 
showed that she was at home. SnufSe scampered 
up the drainpipe at the back corner and tiptoed 
across the red shingles toward the chimney. 
But alas! His foot slipped on the sloping roof 
and he went tumbling to the edge, and then — 
DOWNl 

THUDI Snuffie landed right on his head! 
Everything went black. When he woke up, he 
couldn't remember WHO he was or WHAT he 
had been doing. Snuffie bad lost bis memory! 
"G-golIy!" he whispered to himself as he stag- 
gered away from the house. "I guess I'll have 
to atk somebody who I am! All I know is that 



Snuihe saw Henrietta 
perately in the curre 

Henrietta cried, but seeing the newcomer, she 
groaned. "Oh. it's you! You'll never help me. 
Snuffie Mouse!" 

"What?" Snuffie said, because he made such 
a SPLASH jumping into the water, he had not 
heard her last words "Hold on! I'm coming!" 
Snuffie swam straight to Henrietta, grasped 
one threshing wing, and pulled for all he was 
worth! 

"Oh, I'm s.ived!" Henrietta shouted happily, 
as her feet touched the bank. She shook herself 
very hard and sprayed water all over Snuffie. 
but he didn't mind, because he had done a 
good deed. "You're a dear, brave boy. Snuffie!" 
said Henrietta. 

"Don't mention it!" Snuffie said gallantly, and 
then it dawned on him that she had called him 
Snuffie! "Snuffie? Am J Snuffie?" 



Snuffie was about to say that he was a bad 
boy, and he hadn't meant to save her at all, 
but he realized suddenly that he fell better 
than he ever had before in his life! 

Henrietta Hen told everyone in town how 
Snuffie had saved her life. Snuffie became a 
hool gave him a party, and he 



shyly. But when he saw all the smiling, adi 
ing faces of his old schoolmates, he knew what 
he wanted to say. "I— I just want to go back 
to school again with all of you — and I'm going 
to be good the rest of my life! I'll let you in 
on a secret— really lott more fun!" 



POLICE CHIEF Mortimer Muskrat looked 
up as he heard a knock on his office door. 
"Come in!" he called. 
It was Officer Porko, wearing two heavy 
pistols and an unhappy expression, 

"What's the trouble?" Mortimer asked, for 
it was obvious that trouble there was! "Didn't 
lose your best gal, did you?" 

Porko nodded sadly. "You've just about Mc 
it, Chiefi Bella Hamm just told me she's go- 
ing to give me the gate if I don't do some- 
thing besides just walk my beat out in the 
sticks near her house. She says she thought 
when I became a cop I'd be a hero— now she 
says I can spell it Z-E-R-O!" 

"You mean she doesn't find you glamorous 

citing ever happens on your beat?" 

"Thai's right! Ah gee, Chief — can't you give 
me a different beat ... in Little Gangland, 
maybe?" 

The chief shook his head. "I'm sorry, Porko, 
but we put each officer where we think best. 
I'm afraid that's final! However . . . maybe 
there's something we can do, at that!" 

It was pitch black that night when Porko 
went on duty. He flashed his light on the lit- 
tle bridge it was his job to protect against 
sabotage, then peered into the powerhouse be- 
yond. Satisfied that all was well, he started 
Coward the group of houses in one of which 



lived Bella Hamm. Suddenly he 'broke into a 
wild run! 

He had heard a fearful scream — and it cam* 
from Bella's house! 

With both guns drawn, Porko flung back the 
front door and raced in. Three tough mugSp 
with masks over their faces, whirled about 
to face him! Nearby stood a large sack, which 
they had been filling with loot from the house. 
Bella sat tied to a chair in the corner 

The three crooks made a dive at Porkol 
Fearing that a wild shot might hit Bella, ha 
held his fire. Instead, he clubbed the first at- 
tacker with the butt of one revolver, and jab- 
bed the other gun into the stomach of tha 
second. The third he felled with a powerful 
tackle! 

Then he freed Bella, who flung her armi 
around him with a cry. "My berol" she said. 

"You wait here, Belial** Porko ordered. "I'm 
taking these birds down to headquarters!** 

Porko was grinning happily at he herded his 
three prisoners before Chief Muskrat. "Thanks, 
Chief!*' he chuckled. "I guessed your game— 
these actors you hired put on a swell. acti" 

The chief's mouth fell open. "ActorsI I didn't 
hire any actors! These birds are real crooks!" 

For a moment there was absolute silence, as 
a look of consternation covered Porko's face. 
Then, the only sound in the room was a dull 
THUD, as he flopped Co the floor — out coldl 
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